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Tothe right Honorable and vertuous 
Lady, the Lady SARA HASTINGS, 
Nicholas Breton wiiſbeth all happineſſe in 


bus world, and eternall ieyes hereafter. 
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abt Honourable, your æcalous lone 
to diuine adies, hath made the 
Muſes of that nature, to preſent 
ie ſawour with the beſt frunes of 
r debghts,which in the exeruſe 
of their ſpirituall (ontemplations, haue brought 
forth theſe comfortable Mcaitat ions:which bound 
vp in this little volume, they baue preſumed - 
with my ſeruice, ts preſent io your good Ladi- 
ſhip, beſecching the ſame, with that grod fa- 
wour to accept them, that may vnder heauen be 
the greateſt grace, that they deſire <nto them. 
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in the graciaus thoughts of Gods being. 
and — with hes 4 , thinkes — 
yo ein beauenere ſhee come there: where, 
after that you haue paſicd « lerimage on 
this earth, God 0 you et felicity of 
the Faithfull. 


Your Ladiſhips in all humbleneſſe, 


Nicholas Breton, 


The 


Race in all Glories height, 
On whom all Glaries warte, 
Deſcribes my ioyes concen. 


TESFS. 


1 in the higheſt of the height of i 

[7 Lala hes of the Celeſtiall ow 
Etetuall life, that doth all deaths L 
Son to that grace, that makes the Fathers Glory, 
Vamatched Power, in Mercies Princely might: 
Such is the ſubſtance of my Soules delight. 


CHRIST, © "7 


E: Leere is the Sunne, that doth for everſhine, 
Heaudly chat light, that giues al cies their ſees 
Royal that Crown, which never can decline, (ing, 
Inperious Power, that giues al pow ts their 


| Suchis the Power, the — the Light, the Sun, 


That never ends where Glory firſt begun X 
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(light, 
Y ſoules loues life, e lifes lones ſonles de- 
Now bighly are thy holp Angels bleſt, 


Chat in thy grace eniop the gloʒious ſight, 
Wherein the lumme ol all their joy doth reſk! 


What heauenlp muſike map thoſc muſes ſing, 
TUho ſct their confo2t by thp ſacred (kill, 

And angels quauers make the Quire toring, 
TUhile vertucs apꝛe doe all the voyces fill! 


How may thoſe Spirits be with iopes poll ſt, 
Lbat map be rauiſht with this ropall ſight: 
Where Peter ſaw, and in his ſecing bleſt, 

Dy ſowles liues loue, : loues lifes ſonles delight? 


O bleſſed Peter, bleſt in ſuch a ſeeing: (being. 
Well might he ſing, ®weetc Lozd, here is * 
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ious Gov, and Lozd of mercies might, 
Why do Þlive amid this woꝛld of woes, 
When cuery dap doth ſ&me to me as night, 
While ſozrowes ſ&k my Spirits ouct thzowes? 


J heare thy woꝛd, and would obey thy will, 
But want the power, p might per foꝛme mp due: 
I. xnow the good, and faine would leaue the ill, 
And feare the ſozrow that doth nne enſue: 


And pet J fall into that depth of ſinne, 

That makes me feare the tudgen f: of thy wzath, 
Untill thy grace doth all my helpe begin, 

To know what comfozt Faith in Percy hath. 


Oh bleſled light, that ſhcwes in mercies eve, 
While Faith doth liue, that loue can neuer die. 
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T. ©:9, When Ithinke how Zaffendhy will, 
And know what good is in obevience to it, 
And ſer my hurt, and yet tontinue ſtill 
In doing ill, and cannot leaue to doe it: 


And then againe, doe ſeele that bitter (mart, 
That inward bers of pleaſures after paine, 
When ſcarce the thought is entred in my heart, 
But it is gone, and finne gets in againe: 


And when, againe, the act of ſine is paſt, 
And that thy grace doth callme backe againe: 
Chen in wy tcares Jrunne to thee as faſt, 
And of my finnes, and of my ſeife complain. 


What can J do but cry,@wecte Jeſvs,ſave me: 
Foz Jam nothing, but what thou wilt 3 
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Lo2d, that liueſt in that life of life, 

Mhich all thon art, and of thy ſelfe alone: 
Whoſe ſacred wo2d is that ſoules-cutting knife, 
Chat doth deuide the nrarrow from the bone. 


© glozious God, of grace and mertp moꝛe, 
Chen heart and ſonle are able to tonteiue, 
And ſeeſt the teares that mercy doth imploze, 
And wilt not faith in feares diſcomfozt leaue: 


Dp God, my Loꝛd, my ſeules life deareſt lone, 
Vow ſo mp ſinnes hauc thy diſpleaſure moued, 
Let my ſoulcs tcares thy glozious mercp moue , 
Co make me feelc, how faith map be beloued. 


That being ſet from fin and ſo:row free, 
J map not ceaſe to ſing in pꝛaiſe of thee. 
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(thine, 
P heanealy lone, from that high thzons of 
Where gracious mercy ſits in glozies ſeat; 
In that true pity of thy power dinine, 
Chat dzyes the tearcs that mercy do intreat: 


Behold,ſweet Lo2d,theſe bleding dꝛops of lone, 
That melt my ſoule in ſozrow of my ſinne, 

And let theſe ſho mes ſome d2ops of mercy moue, 
That in my griefe my comfozt may begin. 


Letnot __ confound my pꝛaping hope, 
That beggs an almes at thymercies gate; 
But let thy grace thp vand of bounty ope, 


That comfozt yelds, which neuer comes to late: 
Chat in the care of my conſuming griefe, 


Py ioyfull ſoule may ſing of thy reliefe. 90 
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Þ that my ſoule were purified ſo, 

It might no moze be ſubiec vnto ſinne, 
And that mp care might onelp ſeke to know, 
How humble grace doth mercies lone begin. 


(ſuch, 
Oh, that my thoughts, my woꝛds e deeves were 
As might not ſwarue frb mp deare Saniozs wil, 
And that my truth might neuer have a tuch 
Oz falſe conceit, foz to excuſe mine ill. 


And that the wozld were vnto me a hell, 

But where I ſe his ſaints in their lones ſeruite, 
And JI might dye, till I might line to dwell 

Jn ſome ſuch place to doe ſome pleaſing office, 


Chat he might be, who doth my death deffroy, 
The 


All aboue all, and all in all my top. 
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woz'dly Pꝛinte doth in his Scepter hols 

A kind of heauen in his authozities: 
The wealthy miſer in his maſſe of gold, 
Makes to his ſoule a kind of Paraviſe ; 


The Epicure that eats and dzinks all dap, 
Accounts no heauen but in his helliſh rowts ; 
And ſhe, whoſe beauty ſeemes a ſunny day, 
Makes vp her heanen, but in her babies clowts. 


But. my ſweele God, J ſeeke no Pꝛintes power, 
No Miſers wealth, noz beauties fading gloſſe, 

Which piper un, whoſe ſwets are inward ſow- 
And ſozry gains, that bꝛerd the ſpirits loſſc. (er, 


No, my deare Lozd, let my heauen onelp bee, 
In mp loues ſeruice, but to liue to thee. 
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God, fo2gine the greatneſſe of my ſinne: 
Jam not wozthp to imploze thy grace, 
The loathſome ſtinne, that J lie tumbling in, 
With filthy (ame hath coucred all mp face. 


J hane deſeru'd the depth of all thine ire, 

To know thy will, yet wilfully offend, 

Dy ſoule deſerues in the eternall fire, 

To feele the tozments that all neuer end. 


But, Lozd, thy mercy is aboue thy w2ath, 
Chou voſt not toy to ſee a ſinners death, 
And true repentance in thy mercy hath 
The bleſſed foode that giues the ſpirit bzeath: 


Where p;aying hope, in heart can periſh neuer, 


; While humble faith doth line in iop foz euer. 
What 
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The iop,but ſozrow, h pleaſure pain, 
The wealth, but beggerp, and the gain but loſſe, 
The wit, but folly, and the bertue vaine; 


The power but weakneſſe,and but death the life, 
The hope but feare, and the aſſut ance dont, 

Che truſt veceit, the concoꝛd but a ſtrife; 
Where one conceit doth put another out: 


Time but an inffant, and the bſe a toyle, 
Che knowledge, blindneſle, e the care a madnes, 
Che liluer, lead, the Diamond, but a ſoyle, 

Che reſt, but trouble, and the mirth but ſadnes. 


Thus ſince to heauen compar'd the earth is ſuch, 
What thing is man to lone the wozldſo much? 
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v, would man thinke but on the wozlv of 
which in the heats the choſen ſhall reteine, 
And then againe vpon this wozlds annoy, 
Where helliſh baits the wicked do deceine! 


UQUoulv he but looke vpon the Angels graces, 
Che Paradiſes of their heauenly pleaſures, 
And then vpon the dinels ongly faces, (ſures! 
With all their tozments endle le without mea- 


Would men thus make a differtce in theic minds 
T wirt light and darknes, and the dap and night, 
Then would ſinne dye, that with illuſion blinns 
Lhe eye ofnature from her bleſſed ſight: 


And man would lone the good,and hate the tull, 
And honoz Cod, and tread bpon the deuill. 


Dee 


Seen heanenly Puſe come helpe me ſing, 
Pane glozy of my heauenly King: 

And from ſome holy Angels wing, * 
Where grates dofo; feathers ſpzing, | 
Oh L2ing my hand one bicffedPen, 

To wꝛite beyond the reach of men: 


Let all the ſubiect be of grace, 

Where merty (ct in gloꝛies place, 

Doth ſtand befoze that ſhining face, 

Chat makes all other beauty baſe: 

That heauenand earth may ſee the wonder. 
That puts all wozths and wonders vndor: 


Let vertnes onelp ſet the grounds, 

Whcre Grace but all of Glozp ſounds, 
While mercy beales the ſpirits wounds, 
Where faith the feare of death confounds: - 
Cyat heauen and rarth may iop to heare 
The muſike of the Angels Quire. 
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Od tell the wozld, no tongue can tell, 
How that joy doth all ioyes excell, 
Where bleed ſoules ſet free from hell, 
In mercy doe with glozy dwell, 

And with the Saints and Angels ling. 
Inglozy of theirheancnly King: 


Sinke not a note beneath the ſente 

Df glozies higheſt Eccellence, 

And keepe dnto that holy Tente, | 
Where beauens haue all their honoz thence : 
That Deraphins map clap their wings, 

To heare how Grace, of Oloꝛp fings. 


Oh. let the Snnne in bzightneſſe ſhine, 
And neuer let the Poone decline, 

And enery ſtarte his light refine, 
Befoze that bleſſed light d{aine : 

Of whom,in whom, from whomaloze, 
They haue their ſhining _—_ one. 
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Let all the Azure ſkpe be cleare, 

And not a miſty cloud tome nere, 

But all that bzighteſt light appeare, 
Where Angels make their merry cheare, 
And all the troupe of heauens map ſce, 
Where all the ioyes of heauen may de. 


Let Phcebus in his bzightneſſe tap, 

And dꝛiue the darkeſome nights away, 
And Uirgins,Saints, and Angels play, 
While Þarty2s keepe high holy-dey: 
And all the hoaſt of heauen accozd, 

To ſing in glozp of the Lozv. 


Let all the peere be Summers ſpzing, 
And Nightingales all Birds that fing, 
And all the fruites that grow oz ſpꝛing, 
Be bzought vato this glozious King , 
With all their colours and their ſweets, 
Befoze his leete to ſtrow the ſtreets: 
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Let 
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Let hony-vewes perfume the avze. 
Chat all may be both ſweete and fapze, 
That may with Percies leaue repapze, 
Unto the ſeate of Glozies Chapze: 

That euery thing may fitting fall 

Unto the glozy of them all. 

Let all the hearts, the ſon.es, the minds, 
Chat wiſedome vnto vertue binds, 
And bꝛeeds but of thoſe bleſſed kinds, 
Chat gracious lone in glozy finds, 
Agree together all in one, 

To glozifie our Tod alone. 

And when they all in turne are ſet, 

And in their ſwieteſt Puſicke met, 


And dige ſkill the note hath ket, 


Where grace map higheſt glozp get; 
My rauicht ſonle in mercy then, 
Map haue but leave to Ing Amen. 
Glotia in excelſis Deo. 
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Raiſe, in the highr& of the height of pꝛaiſe, 
Strajne vp thy beart vnto thy ſpirits note, 
There, in the wo2th,where all thy wonder ſtaies. 
Wijite to the wits of all the wozld to quote: 


Tell them, oh tell them, that thou canff not tell, 
That grace and glozp thy deare God deſerneth, 
Thoſe Cccellence all ettellence dothercell, 
Nile him alone all excellency ſerueth. 


Lite, loue truth, power Grace, pity, boũty, gloꝛp, 
Dealth,comfozt,wiſedame,vertuc,mercy,peace; 
Theſe in the ſkate of the teleſtiall tozp, 

Doe ſound the giozp that ſhall neuer ceaſe, 


Ahoſe holy pꝛayſes to moꝛe height arife, 
Then car th oz heauen,o2 Angels can deuiſe. 


Gloria in excelſis Deo. 
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bat mp heart conld hit vpon a ſtraine, 

Mould ſtrike the muſlke of my ſoules deſire 
Oz that my ſoule could find that ſacred vaine, 
That ſets the conſozt of the Angles Quier: 


©; that the ſpirit of eſpeciall grace, 

That cannot ſtoope beneath the ſtate of beauen, 
Within my ſonle would take his ſettied place, 
With Angels Ens to make his glozy euen. 


Then ſhuld the name ol my moſt gracions King, 
And gloꝛious God in higher tunes be ſounded, 
Of heaucnly pzaiſe then earth hath pawer to ung 
here heauen g earth, & Angels are cofounded. 
(bꝛoken, 
And ſoules map ſing wohlle all heart frings are 
Dis pzapſe is moꝛe then can in pꝛaiſe be ſpoken. 
Clotia in excelſis Deo, 


33 When 


( 90.0 N 
dN see Ar 


